All that the soul so longs for, finds not here,
Fond eyes deceive themselves, and find in me.

Scarlet

HAIL! to the Royal Red of living Blood,

Let loose by steel in spirit-freeing flood,
Forced from faint forms, by toil or torture torn

Staining the patient gates of life new born.

Colour of War and Rage, of Pomp and Show,
Banners that flash, red flags that flaunt and glowt

Colour of Carnage, Glory, also Shame,
Raiment of women women may not name.

I hide in mines, where unborn Rubies dwell,
Flicker and flare in fitful fire in Hell,

The outpressed lif e-blcod of the grape is mine,
Hail! to the Royal Purple Red of Wine.

Strong am I, over strong, to eyes that tire,
In the hot hue of Rapine, Riot, Flame.

Death and Despair are black, War and Desire,
The two red cards in Life's unequal game.

Green

I AM the life of Forests, and Wandering Streams,

Green as the feathery reeds the Florican love,
Young as a maiden, who of her marriage dreams,

Still sweetly inexperienced in ways of Love.